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Forgiveness 


| knew the name would get the shit kicked out of it, but | still went ahead with it. 
Megalite Ministries. 
| knew I'd take a cyber beating from it, a backlash of supposed fans calling me names, and worse. 


Why did | pick that name? To try and redeem myself in the face of all that's happened? To wash away my 
past? Or to cling to a distant memory? A memory which, like a dying star, is fast losing its light, no longer 
burning as brightly as it once did. Which is how some people would describe me. 


Ellefson sucks! 

Fucking loser. Riding Mustaine’s coat tails and then doing this to keep himself in the media? Pathetic! 
Way fo go, Junior. That's so metal, and sooooo fucking original. Not! 

Get a proper tucking job instead of clinging to Mustaine, you talentless, spineless hack 

You never were any good Rot in Hell, Junior! 


| try to let the comments, all posted on message boards, and sent to my email, wash over me. But words have 


power and these ones are a cold knife to the heart, stabbing and retracting, before coming in for another go. 
I've always tried to be nice, always tried to play the good guy and support the underdog. But these words, 
typed by unseen fingers and sent without a second thought, make me want to cry. 


Am | useless? Am | a hack? Am | really as awful as they make me out to be? Has everything I've done been in 


vain? 


The heartache wrenches through me and my eyes begin to sting. l'm none of those, l'm sure of it. If | was, 
then | wouldn't get endorsements, wouldn't do clinics, or be asked to guest on albums. But they still hurt. Stil 
make me feel worthless. 


Yet I'm stronger than them and the pain will pass, leaving me to do my work. 


That was, until this morning, when | opened my email. Curled up at the back of the church, | read it over and 
over, the words pushing me to the edge of my sanity. | know | shouldn't read it. Know | shouldn't even keep it, 
know | should delete it, but the person it's from will always have that power over me. Will always be able to 
make me listen to them. | knew this email would arrive, and | shouldn't have expected it to be any less than 


vicious, but it's still another knife. Another wound. Another few days of the cold chill of agony. 


uunior, you fucking loser. Absolute fucking loser. first you dare to give me attitude in front of my son after Id 
offered to give you the Megadeth estate. Then you sue my ass to Hell and back. And now THS? This blatant 
fucking rip off of the band name. Why? Why are you doing it? Are you that stupid that you couldn't think of 


another name? 


Yeah, thats if, isn’t it? You've always been a vulture, Junior. Always been there, looking over people's shoulders and 
stealing their ideas. Fuck, its why you used fo steal my clothes, because you couldnt fucking dress yourself right. 
Always coming in with stupid shirts and baggy jeans. Sheesh. | swear blind you've never been right in the head. 
Never had an original thought of your own. Just a fucking loser who needed someone to show him how to walk and 
piss. Wish Id never met you. Wish Id never opened the door to you. Wish Id never taken you in. | could have found 


a milion more better bass players. 


You'll never play again, Junior. Never get back to the level you once were. And you dont deserve it, you fucking 
parasite. Good luck fo you and Megalife. Youre going to need it 


His words cut through me, icy and cold. They make me feel sick, the bile already boiling through me. | want to 
wretch and, with a shuddering sob, | put my laptop down and look around myself. Is all of this worth it? Is it 
worth creating this place knowing that Dave will keep coming for me? Its supposed to be a safe haven, not 
just for the people who come here, but also for myself. It's supposed to be a place where | can hide and heal, 
slowly piecing myself back together after the past few years. 


And he will keep coming. He's like a steamroller, never giving up until he's ruined all around him. Despite our 
past, despite being lovers for so many years, he's done the same to me. Waited until | was out of the band 
before doing a complete one-eighty and tossing me under every bus from Phoenix to New York. Apparently the 


love we've shared meant nothing to him. Apparently our friendship was nothing more than mere play for the 
cameras. And that hurts more than his words do. It aches through me, turning my blood cold and breaking my 
heart. Did | really mean anything to him? Was everything we did together a lie? Did | attach too much to what 
we did? Or was | just a twenty year fuck buddy? 


The tears finally come, my heart shattering. Resting my head on my knees, | cry, my sobs becoming wails, the 
sound of heartbreak bouncing off the walls around me. There's no one else here, no one to hear my pain | 
don't even think God can hear me. | scream and bawl, the past two decades streaming down my cheeks and 
tearing from my lungs. Nothing. | was nothing to him. Nothing more than a way to the top. Nothing more than 
someone to use. Nothing more than a one night stand which never ended. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. 


Finally | take a deep shuddering breath, my tears slowly drying. Through misty eyes | look around myself, glad 
that l'm still alone and | rub a hand across my nose. Shutting the laptop, | get to my feet, legs shaky and stare 
at the front of the room, collecting my thoughts. There's things | need to do, paperwork to do, people to call, 
services to arrange, songs to sort out. | need to call the pastor and discuss his sermon with him. Fuck knows 
what he's going to speak on this week. My brain's not in it, and neither is my heart right now. 

Ím sorry. 


The words are barely there, a figment of my imagination, blown in on the wind. | shake my head and take a 


deep breath. That voice is meaningless, a shadow of a former life | need to move on from. 
David, Im sorry. 


This time it's louder, a part of the air around me. My heart clenches, my hands curling in to fists. Turning, | 


look toward the door behind me. 

He's there, clothed in black, hair disheveled and lank, hands clasped before him. It looks as though he's travelled 
through the night but it doesn't stop me from filling with hate. He lowers his head when | look at him, cheeks 

blushing red. His shame does nothing for me, my anger only rising. 

"What are you doing here?" 

| see his Adam's apple move as he swallows. "Wanted to apologise.” 

"Bit late for that, isn't it, asshole?" 

Dave lifts his head, eyes filled with hurt. "Don't say that. Not here." 

| snigger. “Because it's a house of God? Get with the program, Dave. After all you've said and done to me, and 


others, do you think you'd even be classed as a Christian? Just because you've "converted" doesn't 


automatically make you a nice guy. People still hate you." 


His winces at my words and the spiteful demons within me chuckle with glee. "Besides," | continue, "you're on 


private property. My private property and | can say whatever the fuck | want to you." 


He shakes his head, hair clinging to his face. Stuffing his hands in his pockets, Dave makes for the door. At 
that moment, the screaming within me quietens, the guilt chilling me. Why revert to our old ways? Why fight 
fire with fire? Its never worked in the past, and | should be welcoming him and accepting his apology. Not 


turning him away. 

"Dave," my voice is as quiet as his first was. 

He stops at the door, back stiffening. Taking a deep breath, | walk up to him and lay a hand on his shoulder. 
Beneath my fingers his shoulders hunch and | hear him hiss. Its time to bury the hatchet and offer out the 
olive branch. No more fighting. No more law suits. No more being assholes to one another. 

| talk to his back, "Dave, I'm sorry.’ 


"For what?" His voice sounds as though it's going to crack. 


| sigh, the previous months playing through my head. | can see the court cases, me battling to get the 
recognition | wanted. Battling to be remembered in the eyes of my beloved. 


"For everything. For all I've put you through. For suing you. For hurting you. Dave, | know | broke your heart. | 
know | tore it out and walked all over it, and l'm sorry. | should never have done it. At the time | felt like | was 


nothing to you. | felt like I'd been nothing more than a twenty year pity fuck. | felt abandoned and let down. And 


l'm sorry." 


He nods and takes a deep breath. Turning, he looks me in the eye, his own glistening with tears. | feel my chest 


clench and | reach out, my hand stroking along his cheek. 

"Me too," he mumbles. "I'm sorry for everything. Sorry for that shitty email | sent you. Sorry for calling you 
names." He sighs and looks at the floor, picking at a loose fingernail. "Sorry for everything I've ever done to 
you. You." Dave looks at me, and | watch tears slide down his cheeks. "You were never a pity fuck to me. You 


were always my boyfriend. And | loved you. Loved you with all my heart. Can you ever forgive me?" 


Stepping closer, | slip both hands along his jaw, cradling his face. Again my eyes prickle with tears. "Dave, | 


forgave you a long, long time ago." 
"Do you still love me?" 
Through my tears, | manage a smile. "| never stopped. Do you still love me?" 


He nods and rubs a hand over his eyes before resting them at my hips. Pressing myself closer, | move to kiss 


him. Yet Dave stops me with a hand over my heart. 


"Not here," he murmurs. 

"Are we killing one another?" 
"No." 

"Do we love one another?" | ask. 
"Yes." 


"For some reason, | don't think God cares who loves who." My hands clasp the back of his head, my lips 


whispering against his. "I love you, Dave. Let's start over?" 

Fingers wrap around my waist and he holds me close. "Yeah, let's start over." 

Dave gasps as | kiss him, stilling before giving him. Our cheeks are tinged with red, our tears drying up as our 
kiss deepens. The hate and pain melts away, chased away by the beauty and warmth of love. The years roll 
back and, suddenly, we're in our twenties again, completely wrapped up in one another. In love and happy, and 


with eyes only each other. 


Everything's going to be all right. | can feel it. 


